CHAPTER VIII
RASPUTIN'S PLOT TO KILL A MILLION PEOPLE
ALL next day, until the hour for my interview with Rasputin came,
the thought of him as a corpse and me performing the undertaker's
office predicted for me by the gipsy lay heavy on my mind.
I reported my adventure and the invitation to Chaplinsky, who
found it a grand joke. I was not usually superstitious myself, but
the prospect of re-entering the presence of Rasputin, around whom
so much occult mystery had already grown, with the hall-mark of
this fresh mumbo-jumbo written indelibly on my face, was making
me scared. I reached No. 64 Gorokhovaya Street, where Rasputin
lived, just about four o'clock, but it took me another ten minutes
to get up my courage to enter, At last I crossed the courtyard that
led from the street, under an archway, and up the stairs. I was
met on the landing by a couple of men who barred my way and
demanded my business. They were the agents of the secret police
who guarded Rasputin night and day at the express instruction of
the Empress. My timid knock on the door was answered by an
elderly woman, and I was shown through a small hall into a very
barely furnished waiting-room. I had scarcely been waiting a minute
when the door opened and Rasputin himself entered.
He was all new again. The dress was the same, except that the
blouse was white instead of pale blue and was decorated with
small flowers. The hair and beard were as neatly combed as they
had been when he had first appeared at the Villa Rode, and the
complexion was just as pale, the features just as coarse. But this
figure was strong and erect, the beady eyes sparkled at me from
the depths of their sockets, and the thick lips were parted in a large,
welcoming smile.
"It was kind of you to come, my son," he began, and his voice
was soft and smooth. "Come into my bedroom, where we can talk
as friends."
I followed him into a small room containing a low divan, a
desk, a table, and a couple of chairs. He motioned to me to sit
down on the bed while he stood facing me, his legs apart, his hands
clasped behind his back. He regarded me in silence for a moment,
his eyes looking intently into mine. The stare I had received last
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